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From All of Eternity 


The night is warm and the palisades stretch out along the horizon, just in the corner of Bill's field of vision. 
California is beautiful, there's no doubt about it, but his eyes can't seem to find purchase on anything but 
Steve's long fingers, rolling a joint with practiced ease. They are huddled together just inside the door to the 
hotel suite's balcony, in the moment of possibility between inside and out. Steve touches his tongue to the 
paper and rolls the edge over to seal it. He gestures with his head, the ends of his hair swinging, and Bil 


follows him outside. 


Lights twinkle below them, cars' headlamps throwing glowing orange pools in front of them as they speed down 
the highway. Steve holds the blunt loosely between his lips, cupping an enormous hand around the flame of his 
lighter as he lights it. 


Bill watches Steve's cheeks hollow out and feels a low pull of arousal in his abdomen. Steve pinches the joint 
between two fingers and passes it to Bill, closing his eyes and trying to hold the smoke in his lungs for as long 
as possible before exhaling a slow stream into the crisp night air. Bill averts his gaze and hits the joint 
gratefully, trying to silence the hum of desire in his chest. 


They stand together, like that, not speaking, passing the joint back and forth and watching cars coast by below 


them. Steve giggles and leans against the railing, his scrawny frame seeming to Bill to just balance between the 


glow of the lights from inside and the wide blackness of the sky just beyond. 


"Don't fall," he says stupidly, putting his hand over Steve's as if he were in any danger in the first place, as if 
it would save him at all. 


Steve smiles at Bill, though, and takes his hand, reels him in closer by the arm until their chests are pressed 
together and they are eye to eye. He puts his arms around Bill's waist. "Don't worry,’ he says, soft. "I won't." 


The distance between them closes, somehow, and Bill is only aware of the press of Steve's lips, of how dry 
their mouths are, of the goosebumps pricking along his arms as the breeze picks up. He closes his eyes and 
blots out the prodding fingertips of the lights on in their hotel room, lets his hands come to rest one at the 
hinge of Steve's jaw, the other on the jut of his hip. He pushes against Steve, guiding him backwards, back into 
the hotel room, collapsing on top of him on the bed. 


"Ah," he gasps, finally breaking the kiss. "Give me a minute." He stands, grabs a bottle of water from the 
room's mini-fridge, tosses it to Steve and takes another for himself. 


For a moment they both drink greedily, nestled close on the bed. The air between them is still and Bill forces 
himself to look down at their legs, tangled together as easy as breathing, to make himself believe Steve isn't 
changing his mind. In the hallmark orange glow of the bedside lamps Steve works his hands up and under Bill's 
t-shirt, lifts it over his head, tosses it out beyond the edges of the blurry bubble around them where 
anything matters. Bill lets his hands drift over the jutting bones of Steve's shoulders and the firm, ropy 


muscles of his arms before undressing him slowly, his mind swimming. 


The patterns on the duvet roll in and out of focus and Steve blinks hard, holding onto Bill's hand. Bill leans in 
and brushes a kiss against Steve's brow, delicate as lace, and they sit like that a moment, Steve breathing 
raggedly against Bill's neck. 


"You know," Bill says, his lips moving against the sweat-filmed skin of Steve's forehead. "We don't have to do 
this now. If you don't want." 


Steve leans up to give Bill a defiant kiss. "| want to. | do.” 


Bill presses his body against Steve and kisses him slow. His focus comes in snapshots - the feel of Steve's 
broad hands gripping at his shoulder blades; his own fingers fumbling in the drawer of the bedside table before 
grasping, triumphant, a small tube of lotion; the twist of Steve's mouth as Bill works his fingers in and out of 
him. 


Steve makes a little wheezing sigh through his gappy teeth when Bill enters him, and Bill wants to capture it, 
put it to tape, keep it in a jar like a firefly. He seals his mouth over Steve's instead and tries to hold the sound 
between their lips. The slow drag of his hips draws small moans out of Steve and Bill tries to swallow every 


one in a kiss. 


Lifting his hips to meet Bill's thrusts, Steve traces two long fingers over the lines of hard muscle in Bill's back 
It seems an indulgence, to touch him like this, to weather the slopes and canyons of the landscape of his body. 
Bill, Steve thinks, probably doesn't think of himself this way, as a thing of beauty. Bill leans in to kiss him and 


his loose blond curls fall around their faces like a shroud. 


Shifting his weight onto one forearm, Bill reaches down to grasp Steve's cock in a calloused grip. He's rewarded 
with a louder moan, and the sight of Steve biting his lip to stifle it nearly makes his breath catch. He strokes 
Steve off to the rhythm of his own thrusts, trying to breathe even, feeling the heat pool low in his abdomen. 
Steve's back arches and his skinny hips rise to meet Bill's strokes. Bill winces as Steve rakes nails over his 


shoulder, scrabbling for a firm grip as his composure begins to weaken. 


"Come on," Bill says, leaning into Steve's ear. "| want to see you." He presses full lips against the side of Steve's 


face where his hair is frizzed with sweat. 


Steve allows himself a long, breathy moan - another indulgence - and Bill smiles into the side of Steve's face, 
watching the tension build in Steve's body as he approaches climax. The wiry muscles in his arms stand out 
and Bill, still thrusting into Steve with a rhythm that is beginning to lose its stability, can feel Steve tighten 


around his cock. Bill gasps, his cheek pressed close to Steve's. 


Steve comes first, his narrow hips jerking upward into Bill's grip, as his body shudders his release. Bill takes in 
huge gulps of air, willing himself to ride through it, sliding his hand over to grab Steve's as as he fucks him in 


earnest. 


"Bill," Steve moans, raking fingertips down his chest to grasp his hip, lifting his hips with Bill's every thrust to 


allow him deeper access. 


Bill is dizzy and stoned and can't find the time to be amazed at how weird this all is. He clamps his teeth onto 
Steve's shoulder as he feels himself push past the point of no return, burying himself deep in Steve and 


groaning deeply as he comes. 


He collapses onto the smaller man for a moment, letting their sighs run together in the damp air between 
them. He kisses Steve softly, shyly, afraid to extend the moment and afraid to let it pass in equal parts. Steve 
smiles against his lips. 


Outside the breeze picks up, just enough to make the palm fronds lining the highway twitch and dance in the 
orange glow of the streetlamps. The palisades stand stalwart against the horizon, inky purple-blue night sky 
sprawled above like so many yards of cloth, and Steve sighs into Bill's neck, closes his eyes, and settles in for 


sleep. 


